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EPICS ABB LTB1CB.

I would be the Lyrio
Ever on the lip,

Bather than the Epio
Memory lets slip!

I would be the diamond
At my lady's ear.

Bather than tua June-roee
Worn but once a year!

MYR LILLA.

In the manner of A. D. 1700.
This is the difference, neither more nor lase,
Between Medusa's and MyrtiNastace;

The foimer slays us with ita awlulneaa,
The latter with its grace.

ON HB.B BLl'SIIIKO.
Now the red rose wins upon her cheek;
Now white with crimson closes

In desire-rate struggle-ao to speak,
A War ot Roses._

INTAGLIOS.
By the chance turning of a spade
1. Kon.an earth, to view -re 'aid
Bits of carnelian bronze and gold,
l_horiouslv carved of olu.BieS B-cc-ua with bis leaves and grapes;
Bow bending Centaurs; Gorgon shapes;
Pallas At bene helmeted;
Rome irrim. forgotten emperors hoad. . .

This one. most precious for its make.
1 bat other, for th* metal's sake.

A touch-and lo! are brought to light
Fancies long buried out of sight
In heart., ot poets. . . bito of rhyme
Fashioned in some forgotten time

And thrown aside, bnt. found to-day,

IEZ .haffi^tllVhTcV'tl. wrought,B& for th* pathes thotight.
^^

AN AMBITIOUS WOMAN.

A NOVEL.

BT BDOAB FAWCETT,

Author of "A Gentleman of Leieure," "A Eopelett
Cate." etc'

1.
If aBy spot on the globe can be fouud where

2ven spring has lost the sweat trick of making her¬

self eharnm g, a cymo in aearch of an opportunity
for some such morose discovery might thank his

baleful stars were chanca to drift him upon Green-

point. Whoever named the place iu pust days must
have done so with a double satire; for Graenpomt ia

not a point, cor ia it eyer green. Years ago it

began by being tba sl-Kgiah suburb of a thriftier
and aniarwr suburb, Brooklyn. By degreas tne

lttter broadeued into a hage city, and soon ita

neighbor village stretched out to it arms of strag¬
gling huts and swampy river-line, in doleful wel¬

come. Tl tri the affiliation ls complete. Man
lias said let it all be Brooklyn, and it is all Brook-

_yn. But the sovereign dretrreess of Greenpoint,
like an onpropitiated god, stilt remains. Its melan¬
choly, its ugliness, its torpor, ita neglect, all pre-
"aarve an unimpaired novelty, lt is very near

Ea* York, and yet in atmosphere, suggestion.
.witality. it is kagaeeaway. Our noble city, with
Its magnificent maritime approaches, ita mast-

thronged dovks, its lordly encircling rivers, its

majesty of traffic, ita gallant avenues of edifices,
its lona assertion of life, and its line promise of
riper culture, fades into a dim memory when you
-tare touched, aftar only a brief roy age, upon thia
forlorn opposite shore.
i No Charon rows you across, though your short trip
bas too orton the most funereal associationa. You
lake pasaage in a squat little steamboat at either of
two eastern ferries, and are lucky if a hearse with
its satellite coaches should fail to embark in your
company; tor, curiously, the ano enlivening fact as-

a-clabls wltb fireenpoint is ita cloae nearness to a

'famed Roman Catholic cemetery. It is doubtful if
th* unkempt child wading in tb* muddy gutter
ever tarn* Its frowzy head when theta dismal ret-

asoe* st rt am past him. They aro always stream
Ilng past him: they are aa much a uart of this lazy

fcriviron as tm* big, ghostly geeae that saunter
across its ill-tended cobblestones, the dirty goats
that nibble at the placards on ita many dingy
fences, jr tbe dull-faced Germans tbat plod Ita
aeuii'paren streets. Death, that is alw.iys so bitter
. commonplace, haa here become a glaring trite¬
ness. Watched, along the main thoroughfare,
from porches of liquor-shops and windowa of tene¬
ment-houses, death baa perhaps gained a sombre
foaalarity v ith not a few ababby gazers. It ri les
instate, at a dignified paco; it baa followers, too,
riding deferentially behind it. Sometimes it haa
martial music, and tba pomp of military escort.
life seldom has any of thia, in GreeupoiaL lt
cannot ride, or rarely. It mast walk, and atrain to
keep ita strength even for that. One part of C.
drudges with ths needle, tomes over the smoky
.tore, sighs at the unappeasable baby; another
part takes by dawn tbe little dwarfish ferry-boat
and hies to tbe great metropolis atina* the river,
returning jaded from labor by nightfall. No
wonder, here, if death sh no Itt seem to possess not
merely a mournful importance bnt a gloomy advan¬
tage aa well, or if for these toilful townsfolk phil¬
osophy had reserved itself, and instead of tbe paths
af glory leading to the grave, it should look ns if tbs
grave were forever leading to some sort of peculiar
Bud comfortable glory.
Bot Greenpoint, like a hardened eonscieuce, still

has her repentant surprises. Rbe is not quite a

thing of sloth and penury. True, the btoad street
that lead* from steamboat to cemetery is lined with
squalid bonus, and the mourners who are ao incoa-
?aotlr borne along to Calvary must see little elae
than liser-sellcrs standing slippered and costless
beside their doorways, or thia, ptndied women

y)a_fling with the venders ot sickly groceries. Bnt
eleswiier* one may rind by streets lined with low
wooden dwelliugs tbat hint of neatness and sug-
laat a better grade of liring. A yellowish drab
prevails as tb* hue of thees houses; they seen, all
?e partake ot one period, like oertain hoiiogeneoua
fossil*. Bat they do not breathe of upti'iuity; they
ir* fanciful with trellised piazzas and other modern
.Bibelliahmente of carpentry ; sometimes they pos-
«aa» miniature Corinthian pillara, faded by tba
trickle of rain between their tawny tinting*, as if
Btlrre«\ *»tn the dumb desire to be white and
?lassie tJcant gardens front them, edged with a
few yards of ornamental fenoe. Tbair high base-
jnant windowa stare at you from a foundation of
bick. They ara tery prosaic, chietly from their
lame ettort to be picturesque; and when you look
dean toward the rlrer, expecting to feel refreshed
by its gleam, you ara disheartened at the way in
which lumber yards and -loop wharves have unitesins say glims** of it from your eyes.
In one ot thees two-storied wooden houses, not

many years ago, dwelt a family ot three psoplo aHr. Francis Twining, his wife, and their only .hiid
n girl, named Claire. Mr. Twining was an Fngllsh-
ninn by birth; thirty years bad passed sines he firstlanded on these shores. He bad come here nearlyyenuilsts. bnt with proud hopes. Ile waa then onlythree-arid -twenty. He had sprung from a good
.W-try family, had been fitted at Eton for Oxford,
sad had seen ons year at ths farnell Inirersity.Teen sharp financial disaster had evertaken hia
father, whose death soon followed. Franois was a
/..nager sou. but eran ta tho heir had f-tilen a
.stared patrimony, and to himself merely a
r"*4* Wg»c>. With this, comment aud an-
*"**.* *a though it were tba paree of .ortnnio,.maeis had taken Toyaeje for Now-York. At -rat
J*"-* .beam a really splendid energy. Kiluiof
l'm? "lth * -**.*' W0B,-»B|"- f»°». ht by
.itJ_t*__W°* eyes, be care slight physical
^..losssor e>en will. But though nosseaaed ef
faihTeT ****** 9De .* ta0** *U imUd ,*'nK*' w-oni
wsaT*mr iiTt* ot ".>-«¦«»*. Hia mental ability
fr<*_ a!?***,0n"-: ** .br*Mlk wlth *«*."?. diaguat
in_«e7t ."*. -. -¦* P**«ty of ambltioii, and tbeC_a^1fi,!d,l'^* H-yaiBpMHdo,akT i£?^lm ku* ¦,fc,«w '.»¦*»«-.. for atrug-
bow ttt«^" *.* cere*- Wlth . olerkshlp;»^2itat_J_i.fc,_lii,*d"k tmL **".
W IbuS; i* ttllMl«*««« Bitter beart-bnrn-
««waBefall^-J?Wt*" *° ****tto ptobloax ot bia
|_l_^i^K_**|^wWl» »tee*pUnation was not
V^m _*./.* . W** truat in bia fella*.
**^^7--^J-yy-1 ot "«* "Perionoe
^."^^^a^eravNsaai. dUrighUrttem4.

Beamed to weaken. Chicanery had made mm ita

sport. Fire separate timee he had beenawiudled
mercilessly by men in whom he had reposed im¬

plicit faith. There had lain his rock ol min: he
was always reposing implicit faith In everybody.
His life had been one long pathos of uter-credulity.
Re could tli in kV reason, reflect, analyze, hut be waa

incapable of doubting. A fool could have deceived
bim, and naturally, on repeated occasions, knares
had not founa it difficult. At iifty-three his last
bard-eai neil savings had benn wormed from him by
the last plausible scamp. And now be had accepted
himself as tbe favorite of misfortune*, over the
glow of his spirit disappointment bod east its dull¬
ing spell, like the denp film of ash that sheathe* a

anent amber. He had now one aim.to keep Ins
wife and child from indigence while he lived, aud
one despair.thut he could not keep them from in¬

digence after be was dead. But his really lovely
optimism still remained. He had been essentially
amiable and complaisant in all intercourse with
his kind, and this quality had not lost a ray of its
tine former lostre. With ample excuse for the
worst cynic feeling, be continntd a gentle yet un¬

conscious philanthropist. There Was something pite¬
ously sweet in the obstinacy with which he atilt
saw ouly the bright Bide of humanity. His delicate

person had grown more allin; his rusty clothes hung
about him with a mournful looseness; his oval
fees, worn hy worriment, had taken keener lines;
but his large blue eyes still kspt their liquid sparkle
and kindled in prompt unison with bis alert
smile. The flaxen growth that had always fringed
his lina and chin with cloudy lightness, bad now

become of a frosty gray. Seen passingly, no one

a enid have called him, us the cturent phrase goes,
a gentleman. His wearied mien forbade the sug¬

gestion of leisure, while his broadcloth spoke of

long wear and speedy purchase. Bot a cloie gaze
might hare caught the unperished refinement tint

still clung to him with aad persistence, and was evi¬

dent in such minor effects of personal detail as a

glimpse of cleanly linen about throat ami wrist, a

cheap yet careful lnstre of the often jaded boot, a

culture and purity of tho hand, or even a choice

nicety of the finger call.
He had married after reaching these shores,

and his marriage' had proved another test
of misplaced contideuce. His wife bad been hand¬

some when a young woman, and she had become
Mrs. Twining at about the age of tive-and-twenty.
She waa personally quito tba opposite of her bride¬

groom ; she was an inch taller thau he, and (uni an

aquiline face, splendid with a pair of very black
eyes that she bad rolled and flashed at the other
sex since early girlhood. She had rolled and flashed
them at her present lmsbnnd, and so conquered
bim. She was a good luch taller than he, uud
.apse of time had not diminished the difference
since their union. She had been extremely vnlgar,
aa Miss Jane Wray, when Twining bad married
ber, and she was extremely vnlgar still. She had
first met him in a hoarding house in Kast Broad¬
way, where Twining had secured a room on his
arrival from England. At thia period Eaat broad¬
way wore only a waning £raoe of gentility : some

few conservative nabobs still lingered there, ob¬
stinately defying plebeian inroads. Hs roomy brick
mansions, with their arched, antique doorways,
devoid ot any vestibule, their prim-railed stoops
(hst guessed uot of ornate balusters, and their
many-paned, thin-sashed windows where plate
glass bad never glittered, wets already invaried by
inmates whose Teuton namea and convex noses

prophesied the social decline tbat must booh grasp
this oucc select purlieu. Jane Wray wua neither
German nor Hebrew; she was American in the
least pleasant sense of that word, both as regards
parentags and breeding. 8he waa an orphan, and
the recipient of aurly charity from anprosperons
relatives. She wanted very greatly to marr... an*]
Twining bad seemed to her a golden chance. There
was much about her from which he shrank ; bnt
she contrived to rouse his pity, and then to lure
from him a promise which he would have despised
himself not to keep.
The succeeding yean bad brought bitter mutual

disappointments. Mra. Twining bad believed
firmly in ber husband's powers to aennd tbe born of
lock and slay the giant of adversity. But he bad
done neither, and it now looked aa if his bones were

one day to bleach along tbe roadway to success.

She liecame an austere grumbler, forever pricking
ber sweet-tempered lord with a tireless little bolkin
.f reproach. Her vulgarities had sharpened ber
vi it. always cruel and acute, bad tipped itself with
a harsher venom and fledged iteelf with a swifter
feather; her blight, co.tr** beauty had dimmed and
soured; shs was at present a gaunt elderly female
with square shoulders and tani dark eyes, who
flong sarcasms broadcast wltb a baleful iil.uraltty.
and seemed forever standing toward ber own

destiny In tbs attitude of a person who has some

large unsettled claim against a nefarious goveru-
_ent.
Claire Twining, the one child who had been hom

of this Ill-assorted marriage, was non* nineteen
yoBrs old. She boro a striking likeness to hsr
ff.ther she possessed hts blue eyes, a trifle darker
lo shade, bis bread white forehead, his sloping del¬
icacy of visage, aud his erect though slender frame.
From him, too, had come tbe sunny qualitv ol ber

sollie, the gold tints In hsr chestnut hair, tba tine
symmetry of bands and feet. Bather Irom asso¬

ciation than heredity abe bad caught lita kindly
warmth of manner; bnt in Claire tbs cordial im¬
pulse waa far lass spontaneous; she had her bi»i k
list of dislikes, ami she took people on trust with
wary-.irudenc*. Here spoke her mother's share iu
the girl's being, as lt spoke also in a certain distinct
cluselliog of every feature, that snggeited a soft¬
ened memento of Miss .lane Wrara girlish counte¬
nance, though Claire's coloring no more resembled
nor mother's of past tims than wild-rose is like
peony, or pastel like vhromo. Bnt there was one

more maternal imprint set deep within this girl's
nature, not to be thinned or marred by any at ress
of events, and productive of a trait whose develop¬
ment for good or 111 lt the chief "causa tbat her life
hus here been chronicled. Tbe birthright was a

perilous one; lt waa a heritage of discontent; ita
tendency wat perpetual longing for better environ¬
ment, for ampler share in the world's good gifts, for
higher plaoe in ita esteem aud stronger claim to ita
bead. But what in her mother hud bsec ambition
almost as emdely eager as a boorish elbow-
tbrnst, was in Claire more decorous and interest lng,
like tbs push of a fragile yet determined hand
through a sullen crowd. In both cases the dissat¬
isfaction was something thst is psculiar ts tbe
woman of our land and time.a desire not to try
and adorn the sphere in which she is horn, but to
try and reach a new sphere held bs more suited for
her own adornment. Yet Claire's restless yearning
lacked tbs homely grossness of ber mother's; lt re¬
flected a finer Hash ; it was not all cut from ons

piece; it bad ito subtlety, its enthusiasm, st-en its
Justification. It was not a mare stubborn hunger
for advancement; it was (in this early slags, at
least) a wish ia gain advancement by the passport
of proper wotthim-ss. She did not want the air to
lilt her away from bated aurroundinga, but sim
wanted wings that would turn the air her willing
ally, lt was what her fat uer had made ber that
touched what her mother bail made hsr with a
truly poetic tenderness. By only a little prouder
curve ot ths neck and a little happier fulness of the
p oms, we pail the status*..tie -wan from consider¬
ably more coromotiplaos kindred. St-mathing Ilka
this delightful Unison of difference hail fallen
upon Claire.

n.
Clrcnmstsnces, toe. hat- fsd ths potency ot this

difference. Claire had nat been reared like ber
mother. W hen abe was nine years old her parents
wnw living ina tiny brick house near the East
River, arnon. New-York suburbs. Hut Claire hud
been seat to u small school nearby, kept by a dun.
worn lady, with an opalent peat and a most prsca-
rlotu preaant. She bad studied for tare* years un¬
der thia lady's capable care, and had lost nothing
by ths eppoitanity. Her swift, apt mind had de¬
lighted her instructress, whose name waa* Mrs.
Carmichael. Claire was remarkably receptive; shs
had acquired without seeming effort. Mrs.' Car*
michael was ene of tba many ladles who attempt
tbs education of youth witbont either ayatam or
equipment fer se serious a task. Her alight body,
doubtless attenuated by recurring memorise of a
eheriaked past, weald foawtimea invisibly onake

liefsro Claire's precocious questionings. Sb* knew
all that she knew superficially, and she Boon be
came fearful lest Claire ahould pierce, by a sort of
adroit iguorance, ber veneer of academic shntn.
She had a narrow little peaked face, of a prevailing
pink hus, as though it were being always bo Hied
in some kind of sunset light* Uko the rosy utter

glow of her own perished respectability. Her
nen ona, alert head was set on a pair of sloping
shoulders, and aha wore its spsrse tresses shaped
into roulades and bandeaus which had an amateur¬
ish look, and seemed to imitate the deft handiwork
of some long-departed tirewoman. She csrned tier

small frame with erect Importance. She was

always referring to vuuishsa friendships with this
or that notability, but time and place were so

ignored in itose volunteered reminiscences aa to
make ber allusions acquire a tender mythic grand¬
eur. Claire had watched well her teacher's real
and native elegance, and she baa set thiadown as a

solid fs'-t. Perhaps ths child had probed her nisnr

harmless falsities with equal skill. As for Mrs.
Carmichael, she would sometimes pat her pupil on

ths cheek and praise her in no weak terms. " I
wish that 1 had only known yon a long time ago,
ni\ little laiiy,*' abo would say, in her asrene treble
voice. " I would have brought yon up a* my own

dear chili!, for I never baal a child of my own. 1
wonlJ have given you a place iu tbe world to be
proud of, and have watched with interest tbe

growth of your tine mental abilities, stirronmlad by
those poor lott friends of mine who would have
delighted in so clever a rlrl as you are."
" When you speak nf your friends as lost, Mrs

Carmichael," (Ilaire bad once replied, u do you mean

that they are all dead now f"
At this question the lady slowly shook ber head,

with just enough emphasis not to imperil the mod¬
ish ai. Intii tine of ber locks.

** Some of them uro dead, my dear," she mur¬

mured, with the lc.st dron'. of eaefi pink eyelid,
" hut tbe rest are much too grund for me at present.
They have quit* forgotten me." Here Mrs, Car¬
michael gave a quiCK, fluttered cough, and then
touched the tips of ber close-pressed lingers to tho
edges of ber close piesse.! lins.

Claire privately thought them very rhnrli«h
f:illida to have forgotten anybody ao high-bred sud
winsome aa Mis. Carmichael. And she publicly
expressed this thought at supper the same evening,
while abe sat with her parents in asm ill lower
room opeuing directly oft the kitchen. A weary
maid, whose face limned from the meal she had jnst
cooked, was patiently serving it. Mrs. Twining,
who bad lent no light hand toward the Monda.1,'s
washing, was in tbe act of distributing a somewhat
meagre beefsteak, which fate and an incompetent
range had conspired to cover od both sides with a

layer of thick, sooty black. Mr. Twilling was wait¬

ing to get a piece of the beefsteak he did not yet
know of it* disastrous condition, for a large aet of

pewter rasters reared ita uncouth pyramid between
himself ;i!nl ths maltreated viand; bnt although
suck calamities of rookery were n«t rare to bis
boan), he wss rutting confidence, as usual, In the
favors of fortune, and preparing himself blandly
for a fresh little stroke of ebagrin.
Outside, it wat midwinter onsk, and a bisak

wind was blowing from the I. c-i hoked river, pale
and dull under tbe sharp stare. One-hundred-anJ-
twelfth-*!, was in those years arnoch wlld.raj.ot
than now ; it- building*, like its flag-stones, were

capricious incidents; sits hoon nf the elevated reti¬
res.! waa yet undreamed of by capitalists; you rode
to lt in languid horse-cars from the remote centres
of commerce, upward past parap- ts of virgin rock
where perched tba hut of the *) n alt rr, or wast** of
houseless highway whare even the aspiring tavern
had not i'.a tesl to pioneer. Mr. Twining hail just
ridden hillier bv this laggard menus, aud he wss

tired and hungry ; b* wanted his supper, a little
valued chat wita his beloved Claire, and a ran***

or two from tbe child aa well. After these he
wanted a few boura of r-st I., fore to morrow re-

daw ot tl. with its bum-drum aust« ritic*. < his other
thins; h.- deelrr-d. and this waa ¦ Isla earns; * rnoje

often desired than attained. Hr had the wish fer .

peaceful domestic interval, aa regarded his wife's
deporttni ut. between home coming and departure.
Hut to-night lt had been otherwise decreed. Mi*,

Tv. ming's faint spark of innate warmth was never

reased by the contact of suds. Monday was her
day of wrath ; yon might almost have fancied tnai

she ba<l u*. ii a blt of her -up. rf.onus soap in valnl)
trying to rub th.nut f-om her already tarnished
bops*.
Tbe small room where the trio sat was void of

any real cheer. A pigmy stove, at one aide of it,
stoMi fuel choked and tn arly florid in hu-. From
tins a strong volume of heat engulfed Mrs. Twin¬

ing in its oppreBeivi- Bindi, but lost vigor before it

rem bed In r husband or Claire, aud left the corner*

of tb«- apartment so frigid tbat a gaont unfa, ot)
where tile light Of Ihs big Oil l.tllip I (Illili nu 1y
VBguely ti.iich it, took upon Ita slippery hail-cloth
surface the easy semblance of let. Two windows,
not fashioned to thwart the unwonted, bitterness
of tin- wi-athi r, wi r. draped with nothing Dior*

rsalaliiut thau a pair of canvas shades, gorgeously
pictorial in thi< foll light ot day, win n s vu Uv th.

passer who seldom passed. Thean shades.rere ol
similar designs; tn justine to Mrs. Twining it mnst
ba told that they had lu en rented with the bouse.
On each a planted gentleman in a gondola held
fond converse with a dlsln vi lb d lady iu a balcony.
Tbe conception was no lass Venetian lu meaning
than vb iou* in execution ; but tonight, for any
obsoivant wayfarer, such presentments of siiuny

Italy, while viewed between blotches of wau frost
that crusted the Intervening panes, must have ap¬

peared doubly counterfeit. Htlll, the chief discom¬
fort of the chandler, just at present, was u layer of

brooding cold that lay along its floor, doggedly In-
exterminable, and tbe sole approach to regularity
of temperature that ita four walls contained.

It had made ('lairs gather np her feet toward the
top rung of her chair, and shiver once or twice, bnt
lt had oot chilled the pretty gayety nf her childish
falk, all of which had tims far been addressed to
her father.
"And so yon like Mrs. Carmichael, my dearf"

Twining ha<l said in bis auiooth, cheerful voice
-Well, I am glad of that"

u Oh.'yea. I like her," replied Clalro.wlth a slight,
wisc nod of her head, where the clear gold of youth
had not yet given way to the biown-gold of maid-
cuboid. " lint 1 think lt strango that all her fine
frieud* have dropped oil' from bet, Thai's what
she told um today, father; truly, abe did! Why
don't they care for her any more f la llbataan
abc's poor and has to tcaoh little dunces like me f"

Twining, s feminine hine eyes nag-Mi the rather

dingy tablecloth for a moment. " I am afraid lt ia,"
he said, In a low vide*, pressing between his

lingers a blt of ill-bake 1 bread tbat grew doughy
st a touch.
Mrs. Twining ceased to cai vc. tbe obdurate I.f-

ateak, though still retaining lui hold on the horn-
handled knife nn 1 fork. .She lifted her hoad so

that lt qnits towoi ed above the formidable group
of castera, and looked straight at lui husband.

- Don't put feist; notions into the child, Francis."
she said, each word seeming to strike tha next with
a std ly dick. ¦ You're always doing it. You
know nol-ing of where that womau carno from, or

who sba is."
Twining looked at bis wife, lils gaze was very

mild. ¦ 1 only know what she bas tobi nm, Jan*,"
he said.
Mrs. Twining laughed and rosumsd tho carving.

Her laugh never went with a smile; it never bad
tim least concern with mirth; lt was nearly always
a presage of irony, aa an east wind will blow newa

of stoma
-Oh. certainly; what abs's told youl That's

you, allover! 8uoposo she'd told you she'd been

Lady of the White Houss onos. You wouldn't have
belie veil her, not you! Of couran not 1"
" What ia a Lady ot tbe White Houae f aaked

Claire, appealing to lier father. Bbs waa perfectly
accoatouied to tnese satiric outbursts on har

mother's part; they belonged to ths home circus;

ihe would have missed them if they had ceased ; lt

wonld have beau like a removal of the btlr-oloth
sofa, oi an accident to ona of the lovers on the
window Sheds*.
Twining disregarded this simple question, which

was a rare aol with him; be nsnally beard aaa

heeded whatever Claire bad to say.
" Pisses don't -peak bard things of Mrs. Car-,,

mic bsd." hs answered his wife. - She's really a
person who has been better days."
"Better dayn!" echoed Mrs. Twining. -Well,

then, we ought to shake hands. / think she'a just
the plainest humbug 1 ever saw, with ber continual
brag about altered circumstances. Bnt I'll take
| our word for it. Francis. Tho next time I see her
I'll tell her we're fellow-unfortunates. We'll compare
our . bolter days' together, and calc'late who'e sean
the moet."
Twining gnvo a faint sign, aud looked down.

Tbun bo raised his eyes again, and a new spark lit
their mildness. Something to-night had made him
lack his old patient tolerance.

" I'm afmld Mrs. Carmichael would have much
tbe lougerllst," he Bald.
-Oh. you think so!"
-1 know so."
Mrs. Twloing tossed her head. The gloss was

still on her dark hair, whose gray threads had yet
to come, later, in the Greenpoint days. She waa
atlll, as the phrase goes, a fine figure of a woman.
Her black eyes had not lost thslr fire, nor her form
Its imposing fulness. She raised herself a little
from her chair, as she now spoke, and In lier voloe
there was the harshness tbat well fitted hsr bris¬
tling, aggressive mien.
"Oh! you know so, do yon f she said, in hostile

undertone. Then her next words wore considerably
louder. - But / happen to know, Francis Twining,
/.'.quire, who and what / was when yon took me
from a comfortable home to land me up hero at the
end of the world, where I'm lucky if 1 csn get hold
of yesterday's newspaper to-morrow, and cross over
to the cars without leaving a shoe behind mo in the
mud!"
The least flush had tinged Twining's pals

cheeks. He had looked very steadily at his wife all
I-*U_g- this speech. And when be now spoke, his
voice madi) Claire start. It did not seem his.
" You wore a poor girl in a third-rate boarding¬

house when I married you," be said. "And the
boarding-house was kept by relatives who disliked
and wanted tu bo nd of you. I don't see how you
have fallen one degree lower Hinre you became my
wife. lint if you think that you have so fallen, I
beg that you will not forever .taunt me with idle
mieers. of which I am sick to the soul!"
Mrs. Twining rose from her chair. Her dress was

of some dark-red stuff, and as tho stronger light
struck its woof the wrath of her knit brows seemed
to gain a lurid augment, .she had grown pale, and
a little mole, just an inch or so to the left of her as¬
sertive nose, had got a new clearness from this
cause. She did not speak, at first, to her husband.
She addressed tbe fatigued ami heated maid, who
waited to band Twining his share of the doleful
leaf teak.in this case a true burnt offering.
" You can go into tho kitchen, Mary Ann." abo

said, with tones that had a kind of rumble, like the
beginning of a large thunder-peal, before its threat
bas become fury. "See to the rango, you know.
Dump all tbe coal ont, and then sift it."
Marv Ann went uneasily toward tbe door. She

understood that this order thinly masked a com¬
mand for ber absence. Mrs. Twining slowly turned
her head, and followed the poor factotum with her
kindled black eyes till abe had quitted the room.

Thsn she looked with atom directness at ber bus-
baud.
" Tv* stood a good deal from you," she said,

pitching her voice in a much shriller key, "but
I ain't going to stand thit, Francis Twining, and it's
time 1 told you so."
Twmlng rose. He did not look at all

angry. There was a weary distress on bis
face, mixed with an nnhabittial firmness.
"What have yon stood f " he asked.
" Being brow-beat by yon, sir, because I see fit to

talk out my mind, and ain't the weak-spirited
goose you'd like to have me!" retorted Mrs.
Twining, all rage and outcry.
"I don't want a quarrel,'* said Twining, calm as

marble. "Uod knows 1 don't, Janel But ths time
haa come for me to speak plainly. I have never

brow-beaten you. It ha* been quito tb* opposite.
I have already born* too much from you for tbe
sake of peace. But no peace springs from that
couise. So now I mean to try another. You and I
must lire auart, since we can't agreo." He turned
to Claire, at this point, and reached out one hand,
resting it on tbe girl'* bead. "Let onr child choose
which of u* abo will go with," he added.
Claire started up. sprang to her father's side, and

nestled herself against bim, catching one of his
hstuls in both her own nod drawing his arm about
ber neck. She was trembling with what sesined
sudden fear as abe looked up into bis face.
"Father." a_g ctii-d, "I'll go with yea.' I couldn't

lite alone with mother. If ya go. take me with
von ! I'r<.tni»e.plea** proaiise ! Mother isn't good
to me a bit. 1 couldn't live alone with her. Sb* is
cross nen riv all tbe time, when yon'n- not here, and
she struck me yesterday, and ahe often doea it, aud
I didn't ever tell you bo fore, because. I knew it
would trouble you so to know I"
These words were spoken in a high, pleading,

plaintive voice. The child's sad little secret had
b«en wrung from her by sheer terror of desertion.
lhere was no accusative resentment in her tones;
ahe might have gone on for a long time hiding the
truth; it hail leapt to her lips now only in the
shape of an impetuous argument against the dreaded
dunce of being left behind, should her father's
nieuace of departure become fact. Mrs. Twining
moved from her own side of the table to whore her
husband and daughter stood. She looked persist¬
ently at Claire during this action, and bad soon

drawn very close to her.
" You sly young vixen!" she exclaimed. Her cry

had a husky uote, and she raised ono hand, lt was
plain that she meant wicked work to Claire. Twi¬

ning pushed Claire behind him, quick as thought,
ami hoi/...!I his wife's hsnd whits it fell. He had
grown white to tho lips. His clasp waa not weak
about the wrist willoh he still retained. He did not

appear at all like a man in a passion, but rather
like one filled with the.resolve which gets new
sinew from excitement. " You shall never strike
tbat child again," Then he released his wife's
wrist, and half turned, putting his arms round
Claire, while ahe again nestled at his side. "I will
do ali I can for you," ho went ou, " but neither abe
norlaballlive with you after to-morrow. It waa

hail enough to have you make things hard for me,

but you shan't spoil her with your own coarseness."
The next moment he turned to Claire, wrapped her
still more fervently in both arms, and kissed her
twice or t brice, on the unlifted forehead.

Mrs. Twining stood quite still, for a short while.
She was watching her husbaud intently. Some¬

thing new In him had revealed itself to ber; it
blunted the edge nf hor anger; sbo was unprepared
for it. l'srsoual deflanco tn Twining might merely
bare quickened lier owu long-petted sense of

grievance, which had grown morbidly dear, as wo

know. But a froth oxperienoe fronted her; she
found herself repelled, so to speak, by the revolt of
an insulted fatherhood.

It was a very serious rebellion, and she felt its
force. Fast.nessims from ber husbaud gave the
measure of his present mutiny. He had novor been
humble to her, but he had yielded, and she had
grown more used than she realt/.ud to his pliant
complaisance. This sbrupt change shocked her
with an actual fright. Her ready little body-guard
of taunts aud innuendoes fled her usual summons.

The despot stood deserted; not a janizary was left.
Shs eaw, in quick, atartled perspective, her own

future, uucompitnioned by the mau whoao sup¬
porting nearliest ber bitter gibes had so often

slighted. Bnt apart from morely aelflah causes, a

thrill of human regard for hor child and the father
of her child lent fresh accent to alarm. It waa Ilks
tbe tremor wrought In a slack harp-string, or one

rusty with disuse, but it was still a definite vibra¬
tion.
She euccumbed awkwardly, like most overthrown

tyrants. Taara would have looked incongruous had
they left tho chill black of her eyes, just as there
are climss of so fixed a rigor that thaws rank lu
them as phenomena. But her brows met In a per¬

plexed frjwn that bad no trace of ire, and ahe rr ade
a flurried upward geature with both hands, receding
aevaral steps. When ahe spoke, winch abs promptly
did, her native idiom forgot oven ths alight garb
of ohange that marriage and niosr association bad
lent it, and stood forth, at ripped by agitation. In
graceless nudity.
"I&acai au. Franois I" ahe exclaimed. " you ain't

talking as if yon was a sane man at alli You'll
quit your lawful wife, sir, 'cause ahe'a boxed ber
own yonng one's ears? Why, that child can pat on

tbe airs of any six when ahe'a a mind to. I ain't
puniahed her half enough. Do set down and eat
your supper, and stop bein' a fool!"
These chronicled words have ths effect of

rather bald commonplace, it is true; bat to
the man and the child who heard them an appre¬
hensive whimper, a timorous dilation of tbe eyeball
and a flurried quiver about the severe month were

accompaniments that held piercing significance.
Such tokens from their domestic autocrat meant
hui render, and surrender was hard for both Twining
and Claire to join with past impressions of nils and
sway, of command and observance, from the very
source which now gaye forth their direct opposites.
Both father and daughter still remained silent.

Claire's head was still nestling against his breast;
Twimng's arms still clasped her Blight frams, aa be¬
fore. Neithsr spoke. But Mrs. Twining soon spoke
agan, and she moved toward tbe door as she did so.
" Ob, you won't set down, eh T" she inquired; and

there waa now a sullen fright both in her manner
and tone. " Very well. P'rapa you'll eat your sup¬
per when I'm gone. I've always heard crazy peo¬
ple must be humored. Besides, 't isn't safe, with so

many ku ives and forks iou nd."
Mter that abe left the room, going upstairs into

the little hall above tho basement, whore she could
have seen her breath freeze if economic reasons had
not kept lue lank, pendant gas-burner still unlight¬
ed.
She had beaten a positive retreat. Her exit had

been a distinct concession. Twining turned bis
gaze toward the vacaut threshold after she bad
passed it, as if he could uot just realize the unwont¬
ed humility of her leave-taking.

"Claire," he said, agaiu kissiug the child, while
she yet clung lo him, " yon slum ld have told me bo-
fore tbat your mother struck you. You should have
told me tbe first time she did it." He embraced her
still more closely. Since she was a baby he had al¬
ways treasured her, and now that defeat and disap¬
pointment dealt him such persistent strokes, his
love grow deeper with each disastrous year. Claire's
presence in his life had gained a precious worth
from trouble; it waa tbe star that brightened with
sweeter force against a deepening gloom.
He Icaued down and slowly passed his lips along

her silky bair, just where its folds flowed oft'
frtmoue pale temple. " Oh, my little girl," he said,
in a voice whoso volume and feeling bad both
plainly strengthened, " I hope that happy days
are in store for you ! I shall do my best, darling,
but if I fail don't blame me. Don't blame me I "

Ho appeared no longer to be 'addressing Claire.
He bad lifted his head. Both his arms engirt ber
as previously, but hia eyea, looking straight before
him, were sombre with meditation.
Claire gazed up into his facet " Father," she

cried, " 1 shall be happy if I am always with you!
Don't look like tbat. Please don't What does it
mean f I hare never seau you so aad before. It
frightens me. Father.you are so strange aud
ditlerout." He smiled down at the child as ber
high, pained appeal ended ; but the smile soon fled
again ; a gloomy agitation replaced it. She felt
bis clasping arma tremble.
" Yon cannot always have me," be answered. "I

love you very much, my little one, but some day I
must leave you; my time will have come, and it
may como while your life ia yet in its first flower.
Then I want you to be wiser than L Listen to

what I say. I am in a dark humor now, but it will
soon pass, for I cau't help being cheerful, ss yon
know; there's a good deal more sun than shadow
in tne. But just now I am all shadow. I feel as if
I should never be successful. Claire. That is a

queer word to your young ears. Do you recollect,
when I took you for that one day to tbe country,
last summer, how we set out to climb tbe large hill,
and were sure, at starting, that we should reach its
top f But half-way up we grew tired aud hot;
there was no breeze, and the way was rough ; so we
sat down. didn't we, and rested, and
then went home! you have not for¬

gotten t Well, success means to do what
you aet ont for, darling. It means to climb the
bill.uot to get tired and go home. That ia what
everybody ia trying to do. But only a few of ns

ever reach tho top. And to reach the top means to
have mauy good things.to be like tbe grand peo¬
ple who were once Mn, Carmichael's friends. Do
you understand, Claire T'
"Yes," said the child. Her lips were parted. A

gloom had clouded the blue of her oyes; they
seemed almost black, and two unwonted gleams
pierced them. She was alarmed yet fascinated by
the real sorrow in her father's look, and by his un¬

familiar speech, with its fervent speed and bitter
ring.

" I shall never gain the top of the bill, Claire!"
Twining went ou. " Something tells me so now.

to-night. To-morrow I shall bo changed. I shall
turn hopeful again. I shall go climbing along, and
pick myself up stoutly if I stumble. But remember
what I tell you to-night. In mv heart. little girl,
there is a great fear. I am afraid I must leavo yon,
when I do die, poor ami helpless. We are always
helpless when weare poor. But you must not lose
courage. There is ons thing a girl can al¬
ways do if shu has beauty and wit, aud yon will
have both. She eau marry. In the years of life
left to me, I shall strain hard to make you a lady.
I am a gentleman. My father, and his father, and
bis father, too, were all gentlemen. It is in your
blood to bo a lady, and a lady you shall be. But

your mother"- Here he paused. Even bis
raw sense of wrong, and the precipitate reasoning
native to all passion, forbade hia completing the
last sentence.
" I know what you nieau. father," said

Claire, who bad uot lost the signifi¬
cance of a word, and whose mind would

have grasped subtler discourse than the present.
She spoke falteringly, and turned her oyes toward
the deserted table; and then, with her shaken,
tragic little voice, she lapsed into the prose of things,
slippiug over that odge between the emotional and
tho ordinary whoso unwilling junction makes the
clash that we like to call comedy.

" Father," she said,"please sit down and eat your
supper, It's getting cold. Please do!"
Thia is not at all an index of Claire's thoughts,

for they were then in a storm of dread and misgiv¬
ing; but abe shrauk from the changed aspect of ono

known and loved in moods widely different. She
seized, as if by a fond instinct, the most ready
means of re-securing her father as she had first
found him and had always afterward prized him.
Bnt her attempt wai vain. Twining's arms

only tightened about her frail form. Like all with
whom outburst is rare, his perturbation workod to¬

ward a climax ; itwould brook no repression. There
are craters that keep tbe peaco for many decades,
bat iu spite ot that their sloted lava will not be
cheated of the eruptive chance.
So it was with Twining. He trembled more than*

ever, and his clicks were now quite huelesa. "I
wautyou to do all that I shall leave undone.
Claire!" he exclaimed, with voluble swiftness. " I
want you to conquer a high place among men and
women. Be cool and wary, my daughter. Dou't
live to serve self oulv, but push your claims, enforce
your rights, refuse to be thrust back, never make
false stops, put faith in the few and doubt the
many. Roinombar what I am saying. You will
Hoed to recall it, foi* you must start (God help yon,
little one!) with all the world against yon t

Yes, all the world against you . ."
A sudden gasp euded Twining's words. Hia em-

brace of Claire relaxed, and he staggered toward
the sofa, which was just behind him. As he sank
upon lt, his eyea closed and his head fell sideways.
Ono hand fluttered about his throat, and hs seemed
in straits for breath. Claire waa greatly terrified.
Hbo thought that to be death which waa merely a

transient pause of vitality. The rough gust will
bow the frailer tree, and Twining, weary In miud
and body, had made too abrupt draughts upou a

temperament far from robust.
The child uttered a pieroing cry. It summoned

the proscribed Mary Ann from exile in tbe neigh¬
boring kitchen ; it was heard and heeded by lira.
Twining, aloof In some remoter chamber. Yet, be¬
fore either baa reached tbe scons of Claire's dis¬

quietude, her father bad already pressed the warm
band which sought bis cold ons, and bad looked at

hsr with a caae tbat were the glow of recognition, I

" Claire," ha soon said, brokenly,
utterance, .** I.I waa unwell fer a t._
all. Here, little girl, kisa me, and thea give
glass of waters'*

" Yea. Father," aaid Claire. Her responsei_
a joyoua relief. She knelt barida bin, and pat
lips to his. It waa like the good-night Use
always gave him, sxeept tbat aha made It --,
than of old. And thea she rose to get the giana cf
water, hearing footstep* approach.
Aa abe poured the liquid, with unsteady Angara,»

partial echo of ber father's impetuous enjoinder
swept through her mind. " I shall never forgetthia
night." she told herself. Her silent prophecy proved
true. She never did forget

IIL
Twinings menace waa not carried out. There

was no actual reconciliation between husband and
wife, and yet matters slowly rearranged them¬
selves. The domestic machinery, being again set
moving, went at first in a lame, spasmodic way, aa
though jarred and strained through all its wheel-
work. Bat by degrees tbe old order of things re¬
turned. And yet a marked change, in one respect
at least, was always afterward evident. Mrs
Twining had received a clear admonition, and sha
was discreet enough permanently to regard it. Sba
still dealt in ber former slurs and innnendoas; tbe
leopard could not change its spots; no such radical
reformation was naturally to be expected. But
Twining bad put forth bis protest; he bad shown
very plainly that his endurance had its limits, and
through all tbs years tbat followed, bis wife never
lost aight of thia vivid little fact. She bad brea
seriously frightened, and tbe fright left ita vibra¬
tion of warning as long aa ahe and her husbaud
dwelt under the same roof. Her sting had by no
moana been extracted, bnt its point was blunter
and its poison less irritant. She never again struck
Claire. Shs was somotimes very imperious to ber
daughter, and very acrimonious as wall. But in
her conduct, there was now a sombre acknowledg¬
ment of curtailed authority.an undercurrent of
concession, occasionally rather faint, it is true, and
yet always operative.
During the next year tbe family deserted Oue-

bundrea-and-twelfth-st, for a nsw place of abode.
Tn laing received a few extra hundreds as earnest of
shadowy thousands promised bimby a glib-tongaed
rogue who was to appal tbe medical world with a
wondrous compound tbat must soon rob half tbe
diseases known to pathology of their last terrors.
The elixir was to be " placed handsomely on the
market," and toward thia elegant enterprise poor
Twining gave serious aid. For tbe lump of savings
that went from bim, however, he was paid only a
tithe of bis rash investment One day be learned
that the humane chemist had fled from ths scene of
his proposed benigni ties, and a little later came the
drear discovery that his miraculous potion waa
merely an unskilful blending of two or three co na¬

moi) specifics with as many popular nervines.
Meanwhile the halcyon promise of bettered for¬

tunes bad induced Twining to secure easier quar¬
ters. For several months hs sst his honsebold gods
within apartments on the second-floor of a shapely
brown-stone residence iu a central side-street Thia
waa really a deciaive move toward greater social im¬
portance. The very tone of his upholstery bespoke
a distiuct rise in life. There was not a hair-clotu
sofa in his pretty suite of chambers. Ths furniture
was tufted and modish, one or two glowing grates
replaced the dark awkwardness of stoves; draughts
wera an abolished evil; to sup on burnt beefsteak
bad grown a shunned memory, since the family
now dlnod at 6 o'clock each evening in a lower
room, where they had a small table all to them¬
selves, and ate a repast served in courses, with a
distinct air of fashion, ii not always cooked after
tbe loftier methods. Hers they met other groups
at other small tables, and bowed to them
with the bland nod ef co-sharers in
worldly comfort. Itwaa all amoat noteworthychange
for the Twinings, and ita effect upon Mrs. Twining
waa no less obvious than acute. She seemed to
clutch tbe new favors of fate with rn mingled aroed
and distrust. Sh* was like one who crushes
thirstily between his lips a luscious fruit, won by
theft and thought to be watched with the intent of
quick sou ure.
She had already quito lost faith in anything like

the permanence of her husband's good fortune. "I'd
better make hay while the san shines," she would
exclaim, with a bant of laughter that had. aa usual,
no touch of mirth in it. "Lord knows when it'll
end. I'm sure I hone never. Don't think Tm
croaking. Gracious me, no! Bnt even the Five
Points won't seem so bad, after thia. They say
every dog has his day, don't they, Franeitf Sc, all
right; if mine's a short day, I'll be up and doing
while it lasts."
She was undoubtedly np and doing. She carried

her large frame with a more assertive majesty; she
aired one or two fresh gown, with a loud ostenta¬
tion she had a little quarrel with a fellow-lodger
of her own sex about the prevailing fashion lu bon¬
nets, and said so many psrsonal things during the
contest tbat her adversary, who was a person with
nerves, retired in tearful disarray. On more thin
one Sunday morning she induced her husbaud to
walk with ber along Fifth-ave., and "see tbe
churches come out." At such times she would lean
upon his arni, grandly indifferent to ths fact that
her stature overtopped bis own, and stare with ber
severe black eyes at all the passing phases of cos¬

tume. It is probable that the pair made avery
grotesque picture on these occasions, since all that
i ni plied refinement in tbe man's face and dem*auor
must have acquired a fatal stamp of insignificance
beside the woman's pretension of carriage aud raw

sprncenessof apparel. But Mrs. Twining was making
her bay. aa she bas told ns, while tho sun shone,
and it is hardly strange that she should not be criti¬
cal as to the exact quality of ber crop. A good deal
of nmgb experience in the woes of dearth and
drouth had, naturally, not made li.r a fastidious
harvcoter.
Claire, meanwhile, bad began to feel aa ii abe

dwelt ou quite a new sort of p anst Her environ¬
ment had lost every trace of its former dalnes* Its
neutral shades had freshened into brilliant and ex¬

citing tints. Little Mrs. Carmichael, with her hoard
of memories stowed a~ay like old brocades in a
scented chest bad herself faded off into a memory
as dim as these. Claire had of late become one o' tba
pupils in a large, well-reputed school, where she
met girls of all ages aud characters, but seemingly of
only a single social rank. Tbe academy was super¬
intended by a magnificent lady in chronic blaek
corded silk, whose rich rust e was heard for a good
minute before she entered each of ber venous class¬
rooms aud held bits of whispered converse with the
instruct retwes under ber serene sway. Her name was

Mrs. Ar ulanna, and iu flue rhythmical polysylla¬
ble seemed to symbolize tbe dignity of ita owner's
slow walk, tbe majesty of her arched noss and gold
eye-glasses, and the white breadth of her forehead,
from which the gray teases were rolled backward
iu high solidness, with quite a regal effect of hair¬
dressing. This lady waa the direct contra-type of
Mrs. Carmichael. It was widely recorded of ber
that ahe bad once been a gentlewoman of indepen¬
dent wealth, bad chanced upon adverse times, and
bad for this reason become the proprietress of a

school. But she had made her grand friends pay tbe
penalty of her misfortunes; ene bad possessed the
art of using them as an advertisement of her ves¬

ture at self-support She bad not gone np to Ouo-
b uud red-and-twelfth-at. and mourned their loss;
she had staid in Twenty-tbird-at and suffered
their children, little and big, to come unto ber. She
had at first graciously allowed herself to be pited
forberreversfabntsbehadalwayapoaasaaedthsart
of handing hack their patronage to those who prof-
fered lt in the wholly altered form of a graclona
condeaceiaion from herself. Thia ia a very clever

thing to do; it ia a thing which they alone know

how to do who kuow bow to fall from high places
with a sslf-saving rebound; snd Mrs. Arealanos,
who was a decidedly ignorant woman, was siao a

marvellously clever on* 8bo knew rather lesa. In

a strictly educational sense.tbau poor ansaeceea-

fnl Mra. Carmichael She bsd boen a friend af Mra,

Carmichael's in the letter's gladsoms days, bnt nae

was now not even aware tbat har old at;
sociate waa teaehlag .sheol anywhere. Mrery-
bod- waa aware, an the ether Band.
tbat Mra Arealariaa was teaching».*»«_>
and jost where she waa taaaWafH. *fW_ff.raid one i it had atlasnlatsd the ethan. Maa*

i-


